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| PRINCE'S PLATE. 


MARVELLOUS PREPARATION. 
Refreshinp 

Invaluable 
Splendid Cleansing Preparation for the Hair. 
Removes Stains and Grease Srors from Clothing, Etc. 

Restores the Colour to Car pets. 
Cleans Plate and Jewellery. 

1s. Bottle for sixtoten Baths. Of all Grocers, Chemists, Etc 


SCRUBB & CO., 32b Southwark Street, S.E. 
| MANUFACTURERS OF SCRUBB’S ANTISEPTIC SKIN SOAP 
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“APENTA” 


|THE BEST NATURAL APERIENT WATER. 


Of all Chemists and Mineral Water Dealers. 
Prices: 6d., Is., and ls. 3d. per bottle. 


| Sole Importers THE APOLLINARIS 00., Ltp., LONDON. | 
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How MR. HALL CAINE WROTE 
the “ MANXMAN.” 
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uence, you are very welcome to say 
| that I wrote the *MANXMAN’ with 
|} the SWAN FOUNTAIN PEN. It 
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THE DRAMA IN THE DAYS OF BLIZABETH. 


| GRAND Specracutar Scene From HENRY THE FIFTH. 
| OF THE VicrorRiovus ARMY FROM AGINCOURT. 
COULD NOT VERY WELL ‘‘ SPELL RUIN.” 


(Dedicated to the Elizabethan Stage Society.) 


[The Elizabethan Stage Society is going to act, as it promised, The Two 
Gentlemen of Verona in Merchant Taylors’ Hall. The date fixed is Saturday 
| afternoon, November 28. ] 


| 
| 


RETURN 
SHAKSPEARE THEN 








FROM THE DIARY OF PATERFAMILIAS. 


[** The A mericans have hit upon a new woman's industry—namely, lullaby - 
singing. A certain number of pupils training in the vocal schools and colleges 
are to be hired to visit the nurseries and sing to the children at bed-time, and 
they have found a general appreciation.” —St. James's Gazette.] 


| _Monday.—Children very troublesome again last night. 
| Sone (aged one-and-a-half) and Berry (six months) firmly 
| declined to go to sleep, and howled loudly for hours. The nurse 
| Seems quite unable to keep them quiet, and treated with much 
| scorn Exiza’s timid suggestion that she should sing them lulla- 
bies, remarking that she wasn’t going to demean herself in that 
way, and that, if we wanted singing done, we’d better hire one 
of those low professional persons to do it. Erza remarks that 
perhaps it would be well to do this, as the papers say that the 
new lullaby-singers have met with 
Tells me to order one on my way home from the city. (Later.) 
Have interviewed the manager at the College of Music, who 
promised to send round a high-class performer. Hope we may 
get a quiet night at last. 

Tuesduy.—Young lady with a large portfolio of music under 
her arm arrived at six o’clock last night. Took up her position 
on the hearthrug in the nursery, and opened fire with “Sleep, 
my love, sleep!” followed by “ We’re a-noddin’.” Only result 
was to make both infants yell with terror. Then she began 
Scnumann’s “ Schlummerlied,” but stopped in the middle, ex- 
plaining that unfortunately she could sing no more, as she was 
suffering from sore throat. Dismissed her, and then was kept 
awake nearly all the night by the children, in whom she seemed 
to have aroused a spirit of emulation. Experiment not success- 
ful so far 

Wednesday.—Called at the College of Music; manager pro- 
fusely apologetic. Promised to supply another vocalist guaran- 
teed not to break down. 

6 p.a.—Lullaby-singer number two just arrived. When told 
of our former experience, she remarked that with intelli- 
gent and cultivated children like ours (Exiza much delighted 
at this) the old-fashioned music was of no use. is case evi- 
dently needed to be treated with Wacner. She begins to sing 
Wacener forthwith. 

_ 8 p.w.—The manager has fulfilled his promise in so far as there 
is clearly no chance of this woman getting tired. She has a 
voice like a steam-whistle. She has now been singing WAGNER 





“general appreciation.” | | 


for two hours; both children are still wide awake, and screaming 
fiercely. I fly to the club. 

_Midnight.—Return, to find Waener still being sung, and my 
wife in hysterics. Servant comes round from next door: “Mr. 
Jonzgs’s compliments, Sir, and please when the epitheted substan- 
tive is this noise going to stop?” Expostulate with the singer, 
and try to drive her away. She refuses to go, saying, that the 
credit of her profession is at stake, and continues to sing till 

'3 a.m., when she is at last induced to depart. 

Thursday.—My firm resolve to have nothing more to do with 
lullaby-singers is overcome by the manager, who undertakes to 
send a more skilful vocalist—free of charge—to-night. Re- 
luctantly acquiesce, and she duly ap arvellous to say, 
her success is —— ete ; after about five minutes of her singing, 
both children fall into a profound sleep. We immediately 
offer her a month’s engagement. 

Friday.—Same delightful result; she manages to soothe 
the children wandashiie E.iza, however, declares that they 

| are both looking far from well. 

| Saturday.—Alas! we have been outrageously duped! To- 
| night Exiza, not yay A mee satisfied with our singer’s manner, 
| concealed herself in nursery while she performed. To her 
horror, she caught the so-called vocalist in the act of administer- 
ing chloroform to our innocent Berry and Grorcr! We de- 
| cide to dispense for the future with the services of the pro- 
fessional “lullaby-singer.” 





“ONE MAN MAY STEAL A HORSE 

[Mrs. Casrix, a wealthy American lady, sentenced last week to three 
months’ imprisonment for stealing furs, was released after a very short 
detention. ENRIETTA STEWART, a poor English governess, was sentenced 
at the same time, and (in a far less degree) for same offence, to six 
months’ imprisonment, and was not released. ] 

Journalist interviews Specialist, 

I pec your pardon, but could you tell me the meaning of 
“kleptoman’a” ? 

It is a modern name for a very ancient complaint. 

What is it called in plain English ? 

It used to be known as “ picking and stealing.” 

Why is that term not now employed ? 

For fear of wounding the sufferers’ susceptibilities. 

Does the complaint prevail with various degrees of virulence ? 

Certainly, it attacks persons very differently. It is chronic 
in the East End, where many of the patients belong to the de- 
serving class of housebreakers and pickpockets. In the West 
End the victims of the epidemic are less common, but in the 
City they are by no means rare. 

at are the symptoms of the disease ? 

An irresistible desire to appropriate other people’s belongings, 
whether they be watches or dividends. 

What is the course of treatment for the patients ? 

It is generally found that a three months’ cure at Wormwood 
Scrubs works wonders, though persons have been known to re- 


apse. 

Ts the disorder catching ? 

There is a certain amount of catching about it, but a good 
many cases never come to light. 

Was it known to the ancients ? 

Well, Mercury was a bit of a kleptomaniac, while Autolycus 
and ancient Pistol are good Shakspearian instances. In more 
recent times the patient was liable to be hanged, especially if 
his complaint took the form of hallucination with regard to 
property in sheep. 

What is your theory with respect to the disease? _ 

I think it is probably due to a bacillus, of a description acute 
enough to notice the leniency with which its host is treated. 
Give it the slightest encouragement, and it waxes fruitful and 
multiplies to an alarming extent. 
| Is there any check to its depredations ? 
| They say that every bacillus has its phagocyte, and I believe 
| that the resources of science are equal to cultivating the latter 
| with sufficient effect. Meanwhile, we must be content with the 
drastic remedies at present in vogue, by which the rich may 
profit as well as the poor. 








RE-NATURALISATION. 


Dvrtixe last month fifty Certificates of Naturalisation were 
ted to “aliens” by the Home Secretary. Could not a few 
spared for distribution amongst the “ Little Englanders” of 

| to-day ? 
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IN THE “FRAM” OR, (NANSEN IN 
THE NORTH. 
By a Wovu.p-se Hero. 


Arn—"' In the Strand ; or, I wish I were 
with Nancy.” 


Ou, these are the days for a Big, Big 


m 
And NANsSEN got it amidst Northern 


In the Fram. 
He has bossed that Boom at one daring 


jump, 
ous seem likely to be followed 


And it 


do, I do, 
In the North Sea frore, 
On the Arctic shore, 
| To live—and boom—with Nanszn! 


So the Fram weighed anchor in June, 
ninety-three, 
And they soon were ploughing the dread 
Kara Sea 
In the Fram 
They were baulked b they 
were baffled by fogs, 
And they found cold welcome, and they 
lost their dogs, 
In the Fram. 
Those brave boys bound with Nanszn! 
Oho! oho! 
Each hero swore 
On sea or shore, 
To live or die with Nansen ! 


But they did not fail, and they did not 
funk, 
In a sleeping-bag, in a frozen bunk, 
nthe Fram. 
Though going to sleep seems a difficult 
matter 
For an hour-and-a-half with your teeth 
a-chatter, 
In the Fram. 
’Twas a chilly time with Nanszen, &c. 


No danger, however, did they turn their 
backs on, 
But weren’t they glad when they met brave 
JACKSON P 
Oh, the Fram! 
For then they were getting in rather a 
poor way. 
But now—what a time for Nansen and for 
Norway, 
And the Fram! 
| Oh! ’tis fine to be a Nansen! 
Hurroo! hurroo! 
From the Arctic shore 
To return once more, 
And beam and boom like Nansen ! 


Some heroes are taciturn, and some 
laconical ; 
But—read Nansen’s story in the Daily 
Chronicle, 
Of the Fram. 
‘Tis a Brobdingnagian Boom, though he 
didn’t reach his goal. 
What would it have been had he really 
found the Pole, 
In the Fram? 
I wish I’d been with Nansen, 
Just so! just so! 
To go the hero’s rounds, 
And—sack Thirty Thousand Pounds, 
Like the smart Norwegian Nansen | 








Reriection sy aN Oxrorp Grapvats.— 
—_ goes of whiskey make double thirsts 
in time. 
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Sportsman (to Snobson, who hasn't brought down a single bird all day). ‘Do you KNow 


Lorp PreckHAmM/” 


Snobson. ‘‘OH DEAR, YES; I'VE OFTEN SHOT AT HIS Hovsz,” 


Sportsman. ‘‘ Ever uit it?” 








Great Chance for the Collector. 


Or all the pictures in various periodicals 
commemorative of the McKinley triumph, 
not one represents the interior or domes- 
tic view of that event so well or so 
forcibly as does the frontispiece of our 
excellent friend The Penny Illustrated 
Paper. “Here we see,” as the Showman 
says, “Mr. MoKiniey a-receivin’ of the 
re tellin’ ’im as ’ee’s helected by a 
vast majority. An’ ’is wife rushes in at the 
very moment an’ implores ’im not to be- 


lieve only arf ’ee ’ears, an’ nothin’ as ’ee | 


sees, ‘cos it ain’t true. Wich annoys 


Mister McKinzey, an’ he severely frowns, 
an’ sez, sezee, ‘Wot, this ’ere ain’t true? 
‘Oo ar’ you a-gettin’ at? An’ look ’ere, 
zona ’ooman, anyway, true or not, I’m 

ident o’ the U-nited States, I am!’ 
An’ so ’ee were.” But the full force of 
this can only be given by the picture iteelf, 
of which the intelligent, reader will at once 


procure a copy, and consider his money 
uncommonly well laid out. As a contri- 
bution to history it is well worth——but 
we will not anticipate. 

| —_—_—_—— 
Arctic Polo. 

[Mr. LanovoneRe asserts that, in view of the 
money acquired by Dr. Nanexn for the descriptions 
of his journey towards the North Pole, he has “‘ quite 
altered his mind.”’] 

Our “Labby” is a perfect bear 
In Russian inclination, 
But now he boldly doth declare 
His Polish destination. 
Whether he go or whether not, 
He’s sure to make earth’s axis hot. 





Tue Comino Cotossus or Roaps.—The 
autocar. Let’s hope it will not be al- 
lowed, like the cad-ridden cycle, to 
|\“seorch,” and so become the “ Autocrat 
of all the Rushers”! 











| Nor! 
COMES 
MYSELF, Mum!” 


| stretched courses of long speeches, diversifie 
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DOMESTIC ECONOMY. 


Wet, Mum, THAT's ONE THING I'M 
WuY, EVERYTHINK IN THE EATIN’ AN’ DRINKIN’ WAY THA 
DOWN FROM HUPSTAIRS, | MAKE A POINT OF FINISHIN’ UP 


Cook. **‘ WasteruL, Mum? 


HAPPY HARROGATE, 
EXTRACTS FROM THE TRAveL Diary or Tosy, M.P. 


Harrogate, Monday.—Just before prorogation the Member 

for Sar« and I arranged to go to Homburg. After infinitely 
d by a few all-night 

sittings, must go somewhere to recruit. On reflection, 
askad each other Why Homburg? Are not Abana and Pharpar, 
rivers of Damascus, better than all the waters of Israel? If 
we must needs have most necessaries of life “made in Ger- 
many,” at least let us avoid the practice of getting ourselves 
re-made there 

“Consult Roostem Pacna,” said Sark. “His knowledge of 
watering-places, home and foreign, is extensive and peculiar.” 

Dropped in on Roostrem at his Pachalik, off Berkeley Square. 
Stated our case. The great Pacha unfolded his twined legs; 
re-folded them ; hitched them a little on one side; sucked medi- 
tatively at his hubble-bubble, and said, “ Try Harrogate. Water 
the same as Homburg, only more so. In addition to a well 
containing much the same properties as Elizabethan Brunnen 
there is one that equals Kissingen. Moreover, Harrogate has 
much the same bracing air that distinguishes Homburg beyond 
most continental watering-places.” 

That ’s how we came to Harrogate. Find the Pacha, as usual, 
spoke the words of truth and soberness. Quite apart from 
remedial effects of baths and waters, Harrogate is charming 
place of residence. Sark, who, like Ulysses and Gzorer Curzon, 
has travelled much, protests it is one of the pleasantest places 
he knows. The town is built on a tableland nearly five hun- 
dred feet above the sea level. It stands almost midway be- 
tween the German Ocean and the Irish Sea. This morning the 
wind blowing from the East. Sark said he was sure he could 





| 


| which is unendurable, are rarely seen. 


scent the German Ocean. As we happened at the moment to be 
passing a sausage shop this may have been a fancy born of asso- 
ciation of ideas. Beyond salubrious height of situation, much 
is owing to happy accident of the Stray. This is a patch of 
eg common plucked out of the heart of the ancient 
orest of Knaresborough, and secured for ever to the people 
of Harrogate. No builder, speculative or otherwise, may dese- 
crate it with touch of pick or spade. gate is built round 
it, secure in possession of this mighty lung. 

Another accident that confirms to Harrogate the title of 
Ha py is the contiguity of fine, clean, and presumably cheap 
building-stone. Consequently bricks, which are bearable, stucco 
Overlooking the Stray 


| are here and there to be found peaked and gabled houses that 





give the place a restful, old-world look. The modern builder, 
inspired by these, has added broad streets of shapely, comfort- 
able houses. To the casual passer-by they subtly convey 
impression of being more than houses. They are also homes. 
Churches, congregational and episcopalian, abound, without 
exception of admirable construction. As for hotels, their name 
is anything you like, from The Prospect to The Prince of Wales, 
from The Crown to The Marquis of Granby. 

Sam Wet.er’s father, if he were still with us, and chanced 
to drive round the Stray till he passed The Marquis of Granby, 
would not recognise in it any kinship with an old familiar friend. 
The little hostelry at Dorking, kept by Mrs. Susan Crakke, 
displaying as signpost the head of the Markis O’Granby, could 
comfortably be stowed away in the barn behind the hotel, which 
- the beginning of the century served Harrogate for a play- 
ouse. 

Just ninety years ago Lord Byron stopped at the Crown, 
and wrote there his poem, ‘‘To a Beautiful Quaker.” There 
still lingers tradition of the terrible fights which took place 
between his two dogs, Nelson and Bo’sun. Quite a common 
thing, the oldest inhabitant of Harrogate tells Sark, to see 
the poet, broomstick in hand, endeavouring to part the com- 
batants. In the end peace was brought about by the tragic 
withdrawal from the scene of Nelson. Tiring of the monotony 
of munching Bos’un, Nelson got into the stable, and leaping at 
the throat of a horse, hung on till a pistol shot through the 
brain loosened his hold. 

“Harrogate stingo,” Sark, for shortness, calls the “Old 
Sulphur” water upon whose ever-bubbling stream Harrogate 
prosperously floats. Regarded as a table water it is not ex- 
actly attractive. It has the faint savour of a beaten-up egg, the 
egg having been selected chiefly on account of age. The Kissingen 
water, aérated or still, is almost palatable. “Both are in their 
way excellent, as the yearly accumulating table of those profit- 
ing by them testify. 

“The Yorkshire Spaw,” as the place is called in ancient litera- 
ture, enjoyed wide fame as far back as CroMWwELL’s time. 
Within the last ten years it has experienced a new and more 
vigorous lease of life. The local authorities have begun to 
wake up to the wide possibilities that lie at their hands. 
They ’ve got the wells, they’ve got the baths, they want the 
Kursaal too. There is no reason, beyond lack of well-directed 
enterprise, why Harrogate should not be as popular as Hom- 
burg. But the local authorities must do as the shrewd 
burghers of Homburg have done, and to the attractions of 
nature add the luxuries and conveniences of Art. 

Happily there is a spur on their intent in the presence on the 
spot of a clear-sighted, long-headed doctor, who has made a 
study of continental watering-places, and perceives how they 
might be adapted to the needs and opportunities of the York- 
shire Spa. In his mind’s eye he beholds Harrogate endcwed 
with a pump-room common to the service of all the mineral 
waters; covered promenades where patients may foregather 
between their cups; a concert-hall; a news-room, even an Art 
gallery. Above all, a band that need not shrink from com- 
parison with that which discourses sweet music at Homburg. 

Towards the realisation of this dream there is already con- 
tributed a handsome block of new baths, worthy of the archi- 
tectural perfectness of the town, enriched with all the latest 
luxuries. This is to be opened in time for next year’s season, 
when, peradventure, Sark and I will come again. 








With the Queen’s 


Leading Sportsman. Hold ha—rd! Here’s some more of that 
confounded bed wire! Dashed if I don’t think this country 
is mainly inhabited by retired fishing-tackle makers! 2 

[Makes for nearest gate, followed by sympathetic field. 








| 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 
Being some Letters from Mr. Rowndabout to his Nephew at Cambridge, 
and to Others.) 


No. IL.—Or Spe.ttinc—Or Morners—Or ScHooLpoys AND THEIR 
FarHers—Or FRIENDSHIP AND THE MAKING OF FRIENDS. 


My pear Jack,—It was very pleasant to get your letter, 
and I am obliged to you for writing to me so fully. I may 
| note, by the way, that the accepted spelling of the word 
“obliged” is as I have set it down. “ Oblidged,” which you seem 
to prefer, is a pleasing variant, but there is no good authority 
for it. 

I saw your mother three days ago. She was in London on 
what she called a professional visit, that is, she was taking the 
reluctant Atrog to be inspected by the dentist. ALice appears 
to have behaved with the Spartan courage that might naturall 
be expected in one of her sex and name, and to have nel, 
voluntarily, to go again next day at the same price, namely 
half-a-crown in cash, and an afternoon at “ England’s Home of 
Mystery,” but the perfection of her teeth and her mother’s 
arrangements both precluded such an arrangement. Your mother 
of course, was full of you, and though I had written to her and 
described your start in a University career, I had to go through 
the whole story again—which I did, not unwillingly. I ho 
you’ll write often to your mother, my dear boy. She thinks 
you the most beautiful, the cleverest, the strongest, and the 
most engaging of created beings. She’s wrong, of course— 
| even you will admit that—but the least you can do for her to 
repay her for this amiable delusion, and for all she has done 
and suffered for you, is to love her with all your heart, and to 
write to her now and then so that she may feel she has some 
share in your new life. Imagine the pleasure that it gives her 
when, for instance, the vicar calls and asks what news she has 
of Jack, and how he likes Cambridge, and what lectures he is 
attending, and if he has taken to boating—imagine, I say, her 
pleasure at being able to say that she has had more than one 
letter from you, that you have taken to the river, but you seem 
to think it unlikely that you will get a seat in the Cambridge 
| Eight next term, there being so many of last year’s crew left, 
and that you are attending lectures regularly with a view to 
honours as a classical wrangler, though, for her part, she ho 
you will not overdo your reading, as young men are so thought 
less about their health, and she knows of one poor boy who 
broke down and became a hopeless idiot owing to overwork. 
rhe vicar will smile—vicars have been to Cambridge or Oxford 
themselves, and know a thing or two—but there will be nothing 
bitter in the smile, for he will probably remember the eager 
enthusiasin and devotion of his own mother in days long past, 
her innocent exaggeration of his merits and her blindness to his 
faults. There are at this moment in existence some five 
hundred mothers of Cambridge freshmen (not to speak of about 
the same number of Oxford mothers), each one of whom firmly 
believes that she has sent to the University a paragon of good 
looks, or intellect or amiability, or of all three in combination. 
When your mother pays you her promised visit at Cambridge, 
you will be proud a he and make much of her, and show her 
all the sights. It will be a great day for her—and for you. 

At school, things were different, I think. Certainly there 
was pleasure in the prospect of parents’ visits, but there was 
also a sense of anxiety. Would their appearance, we asked our- 
selves, be creditable to us, or would they put us to shame by 
wearing something or saying something or behaving in a way 
that the public feeling of our fellow-schoolboys might disap- 
prove? Boys, English boys at least, are the merest slaves of 
the narrowest conventions with regard to fashion, and resent 
bitterly any transgression of their little code. Your grand- 
father, as you may remember, had a very large head, and the 
natural size of his hats was exaggerated by their straight, 
broad brims. When at an early stage of my school career the 
| old gentleman came to see me, I hoped against hope that Durr 
svcundus might not see him, for I knew that Durr secundus 
| would disapprove of that hat, and would express his disappro- 
| val in his usual caustic way. Fate, however, willed it other- 
wise. My father came, and Durr saw him full in the cricket- 
field, where no merciful shadows disguised a single inch of the 
height and circumference of that fatal hat. “ What was that 


your governor was wearing ?” said this hateful boy to me after | 


| the old man was gone. : 
| “A coat,” I replied, with a feeble effort to avert the in- 
| evitable. 


“T don’t mean that, fat-face. What had he got on his head?” 


“ Oh—a—vwell, a hat, I suppose.” . 
“Just listen to him,” said the little fiend; “he calls it a hat. 





THOUGHT TRANSFERENCE. 


Hostess, ‘‘Goop NIGHT, GENERAL! So KIND OF ME 
ASKED YOU.” 
Guest. ‘Not at ALL, So KIND OF ME TO HAVE ComE!” 


TO HAVE 


[ call it a jolly big portmanteau.” The insult was a gross one, 
and I felt it, but Durr secundus being an older and rather a 
bigger boy I bided my time and swallowed the affront. Two 
terms later, however, a collision at football convinced me that 
I could cope with him. On the following morning I chose my 
opportunity, approached him from behind and smashed his hat 
over his eyes. “Call that a hat,” I said, “I call it——”’ I 
never finished the retaliatory sentence, for he turned like light- 
ning and banged me in the mouth. We fought in the old hat- 
lobby. Biosss was my second, Cuotior held an imaginary 
bottle for Durr. The contest was short but decisive. t the 
start Durr pinned me up against the hat-pegs, and thus did a 
double execution upon my body from in front and from behind. 
The position was unendurable; by a great effort I freed myself 
from it, and, closing with the prematurely exultant Durr, drove 
my right fist full on his yielding nose, and then bore him 
crashing to the ground, omen he lay, a gory spectacle. | 
asked him if he wanted any more; he said he didn’t. I told 
him there was plenty more where that came from if I got any 
more of his cheek, and so departed triumphantly with the trium- 
phant Briones. I saw Durr only last week. He is bald, he 
wears spectacles; he is a busy city merchant. We hobnobbed 
together, and parted good friends. His eldest boy, he told me, 
is to go to Cambridge next October. You must call on him and 
be kind to him, if you can. By that time you will be in a 
position to show some kindness in your little world, though you 
may think, too, that your circle of friends will be complete, 
and that you will not require any more. If you do think that 
you will make a mistake. . 

But I must break off here, and resume the consideration of 
this important matter in another letter. 

Your affectionate uncle, Rosert Rounpasovr. 


Many of the guests of the Motor Club went to Brighton on 
Saturday last by a horseless carriage—supplied by the L. B. 
and 8. C. Railway. 


Curious ract.—Those who make ducks and drakes of their 
property are always geese and ganders. 
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THE SUBSTITUTE. 
The Reetor’s Wife. I SHOULD REALLY TRY TO BREAK YouR PARROT 
WFUL way!” 
The Widow Noggins. * WELL, ‘Mm, 
ABOUT THE ‘OUSE AGAIN.” 


‘On, Mrs. NoGorns, 


OF HIS HABIT OF SWEARING IN THAT 
I FINDS IT SUCH A COMFORT TO "EAR ‘IM. 
MAN 


MAKES IT SEEM MORE LIKE AS IF THERE WAS A 








marked Mr. Wetier, Junior, with the air of a Solomon in 
smalls. “ But vot sort of a vheel do you call that thing in front 


of you, and vot’s its pertikler objeck? a-top of a coach in- 
As light as fairies, if not altogether as brisk as bees, did the | stead o’ under it?” 


four Pickwickian shades assemble on a winter morning in the “This yer wheel means Revolution,” said the driver. 

year of grace, 1896. Christmas was nigh at hand, in all its “It do, Samrvet, it do,” interjected his father, dolorously. 
fin-ce-siécle inwardness; it was the season of pictorial too-pre- “And in my opinion it’s a worse Revolution than that there 
viousness and artistic anticipation, of plethoric periodicals, all French one itself. A coach vithout ’osses, vheels instead of 
shocker-sensationalism sandwiched with startling advertise- vheelers, and a driver vithout a vhip! Oh Sammy, Sammy, to 


ments; of cynical new-humour and flamboyantly sentimental | think it should come to this!!!” 
chromo-lit hography. 





THE MUCCLETON MOTOR-CAR ; OR, THE WELLERS ON WHEELS. 


A Pickwickian Fragment Up-to date, 


But we are so taken up by the genial delights of the New | to designate him—gave a turn to his wheel and the autocar 
Christmas that we are keeping Mr. Pickwick and his phantom | started. Mr. Winkie, who sat at the extreme edge, waggled 
friends waiting in the cold on the chilly outside of the Muggle- | his shadowy legs forlornly in the air; Mr. Snopgrass, who sat 
ton Motor-car, which they had just mounted, well wrapped up | next to him, snorted lugubriously, Mr. Turman turned paler 
in antiquated great coats, shawls, and comforters. than even a Stygian shade has a right to do. Mr. Pioxwick 
Mr. Wetuer, Senior, had, all unconsciously, brought his well- | took off his glasses and wiped them furtively. ‘ 
loved whip with him, and was greatly embarrassed thereby. “Sam,” he whispered hysterically in the ear of his faithful | 
“ Votever shall I do vith it, Sammy?” he whispered hoarsely. | servitor, “Sam, this is dreadful! A—ahem!—vehicle with no | 
“Purtenc it’s a new, patent, jointless fishing-rod, guv’nor,” | visible means of propulsion pounding along like—eh—Saint 
rejoined Sam, in a Stygian aside. “Nobody ’ere’ll ‘ave the Denis without his head, is more uncanny than Charon’s boat.” 
slightest notion vot it really is.” “Let’s get down, Sammy, let’s get down at once,” groaned 
“When are they—eh—going to—ahem—put the horses to?” | Mr. Wauier the elder. “I can’t stand it, Samvet, I really | 
murmured Mr. Pickwick, emerging from his coat collar, and can’t. Think o’ the poor ’osses, Sammy, think o’ the poor ’osses 
looking about him with great perplexity. as ain’t there, and vot they must feel to find theirselves sooper- 
““'Osses?’” cried the coachman, turning round upon Mr. Picx- | seeded by a hugly vheel and a pennorth o’ peteroleum, &c.!” 
wick, wita sharp suspicion in his eye. ‘‘’Osses? d’ye say. Oh, “Hold on, old Nobs!” ciel the son, with frank filial sym- 
who are you a-gettin’ at?” pathy. “Think of the guv’nor, father, and vait for the first 
Mr. Pickwick withdrew promptly into his coat-collar. stoppage. Never again vith the Muggleton Motor! Vhy, it 
The irrepressible Sam came immediately to the aid of bis be- | vorse than a hortomatic vheelbarrow, ain’t it, Mr. Pickwick Pp” 
loved master, whom he would never see snubbed if he knew it. “Ah, Samy,” assented Mr. Wetuzr, Senior, hugging his 
“There ’s vheels vithin vheels, as the bicyclist said vhen he | whip, affectionately. “Vorse even than vidders, Sammy, the 





vos pitched head foremost into the vatchmaker’s vinder,” re- | red-nosed shepherd, or the Mulberry One hisself!” 


The driver—if it be not desecration to a noble old name so | 
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DEEP-GOING DEFIED. 


THe Parent Preumatic Mup-SKIMMERS, 








SLIGHTLY HORSEY. 
(A Chat concerning Steedless Carriages.) 


Wuen I recognised that the establishment of locomotors (says 
| one of our representatives) had become an accomplished fact, I 
| considered it advisable to interview an omnibus horse of my 
| acquaintance to learn his views on the subject. I found the 
object of my search quietly munching his supper in a stable. He 
| received me with more apathy than enthusiasm. 

“T suppose, Mr. Gezcer,” I began, “that you do not object 
to the use of these new carriages on principle ? ” 

“Well,” he replied, after a slight pause, which enabled him to 
consume a mouthful of corn, “I don’t suppose I do. Of course, 
if we get more rest we shall not complain.” 

“ But how about the shareholders ? ” 

“I have nothing to do with them. My duty is to make so 
many journeys a day, for which services I receive food and 
lodging.” 

“ But if you were driven off the road, will not that proceeding 
cost you some annoyance ? ” 

“Why, yes,” returned Mr. Geecer, with a horse laugh; “ it 
is certainly not pleasant to be disturbed without compensation. 
But if we are not wanted in London we shall find plenty of 
| occupation at Margate and other watering-places. t do not 
believe that the new method will interfere to any serious extent 
with the bathing-machines.” 

“Quite so; but then you have mentioned a trade which is 
confined to the summer months. What will you do in the 
winter ? 

“T have considered that question carefully, and, taking into 
account the love of Englishmen for horsemanship, believe that 
there will always be room for us in the circus.” 

“ But does not the arena require special training ? ” 

“To some extent,” was the cautious response; “but I am 
sufficiently conceited to believe that, with a very little practice, 
I could conquer my natural repugnance to wine to force myself 
to take a glass of sherry with the clown.” 

“Then, on the whole, you are not despondent of your future ? ” 

“No, I am not, for even if the bathing-machine and the 


amphitheatre fail us, we can enlist in the Army, and even (should 
the Navy be further augmented) in the Horse Marines.” 

“T see. And now what are your personal views on the motor- 
cars? Do you like them?” 

Mr. Gexcre became rather restive, and when he spoke again 
it was to express a decided negative. 

“Pardon me for my curiosity,” I said, as I was about to take 
my leave, “but should you meet one of the new carriages in the 
streets what would you do?” 

“Tf I were near a church I should attempt to enter it,” was 
the immediate answer. 

“ And were the doors of the church closed, what would be your 
next move ?” 

“Under such circumstances I should undoubtedly do my best 
to climb the steeple.” 


A REAL BAGMAN. 


(Pleasant for M. F. H., who is belated and quartered pro tem. in the 
Commercial Room of the ‘‘ Green Gooseberry,” Shoddyford. ) 


Little Smiffkins (a Knight of the Road). lecins and me 
always ’ad a liking for ’unting, and one fine day last December, 
in ’Ertfordshire, not far from St. Halbans, has we was tootling 
halong the ’ighway, when ’oo should sneak through the ’edge by 
the roadside but bold Rainard, has pumped hout has a Heast- 
End reservore. I ’ops horf then and there, and ’its ’im hover 
the ’ead with a sample-box, thereby laying ’im has dead has 
Haustralian mutton. ‘Iecrns ’e cries “’alves,” so I houts with 
my knife and cuts hoff ’is tail. That "Ioorns ’ad, but the car- 
case is stuffed in my ’all at ome, and we calls hit the Manx Fox! 

(Roars of laughter, during which disgusted M. F. H. beats an un 
dignified retreat, mentally wishing for once that he could run a 
** bagman.”’ 


A MATTER FOR THE HOME SECRETARY. 


Tue Earl of Dersy has lately opened a “ Gamble Institute” 
at St. Helen’s, Lancashire. As this is the chief centre of the 
glass trade, the object of the Institute is transparent. 
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COOKING THE ACCOUNTS. 





(A Scene in the L. C. C. Kitchen.) 
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THE SOOTHSAYER’S VADE MECUM. 

Question. Are ‘ophetic almanacks 
popular with the public? ‘ 

‘Answer. So it would appear from their 
prevalence. s 

. And has not this success been secured 
by the veracity of the predictions. 
“A. That is the contention of their pro- 
prietors. : : a 

Q. What is the chief aim of a publishing 
soothsayer ? 

A. T> narrow a prophecy as much as 
possible, while extending its limits to the 
utmost. 

Q. Explain your meaning by an ex- 
ample. 

A. Say that you narrow your prophecy 
to the bare statement that in “January a 
Royal House will be afflicted,” you can de- 
clare it applicable to the death of the 
mighty sovereign of a great power, or a 
ninth-rate princelet unearthed from an ob- 
scure page in the Almanach de Gotha. 

Q. And would not a Royal House be 
afflicted by »nything less than a death of 
one of its members ? 

A. Certainly, the loss of a favourite cat 
or cherished walking-stick would be equally 
applicable. 

Q. Supposing that you foretell that a 
State will - a valued public servant, how 
will the prophecy be satisfied ? 

A. By the death of almost anyone. A 
great statesman who had made history in 
Europe for half a century or a lamplighter 
to a South American Republic who had 
been appointed a fortnight since to his 
office would each do equally well. 

Q. How would you discover that “a 
terrible calamity gravely injurious to the 
human race” had come off ? 

A. By noticing that some such occur- 
rence as the earthquake of Lisbon, or an 
accident to an excursion train in Canada, 
attended by the decease of a baby in arms, 
had taken place. 

Q. Then you believe that, whatever 
might happen, you would so hedge round 
your predictions that you would be ulti- 
mately able to surmount your difficulties ? 

A. Certainly; for a soothsayer who 
knows his business will always leave him- 
self a loophole for escape, and prove for 
the thousandth time that prophecy rightly 
handled naturally and appropriately leads 
to profit. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Ban of the Gubbe (Biackwoop) is 
probably a first essay in novel writing. If 
| so, Mr. Cepric Waxpo is to be congratu- 
lated upon having made a distinct mark. 
There are those who say, in their haste, 
that all the stories have been written, all 
the plots appropriated. Mr. Watpo tri- 
umphantly demonstrates the unsoundness 
of this assertion. He has invented for his 
hero a father-in-law round whom broods a 
dark mystery. That is not uncommon in 
fetion. Where Mr. WaLpo -scores is in 
the peculiar nature of the secret which 
Mr. Janson ineffectually attempts to hide. 
He is web-footed. My Baronite is not 
dealing disloyally with the author in 
prematurely disclosing this secret. On 
the threshold of the story Mr. Janson 
puts his foot in it—or rather a pair of 
feet. The potential son-in-law, though 
perturbed, was not to be denied. He 
married the daughter, and they all lived 
happy afterwards. Thy the father-in- 
law should have had not only web-feet but 











“hands like fins,” is the secret of the 
book, and the reader must delve for it him- 
self. 

Mr. Larter, hitting folly as it flies on 
wheels, has given us a sparkling Christmas 
Number of T'he Penny Illustrated London 
News, which he who runs a “ bike” may 
read and enjoy. The Shakspearian quota- 
tions adapted to biking incidents are 
happy, and happily illustrated. Snax- 
SPEARE was “not for an age” but for “ cy- 
cles” evidently. But what connection 
there is between the subject of the last 
picture—a boatman bidding farewell to a 
young woman, his wife (presumably) and 
child, or to somebody else’s wife and child 
—and bicycling, except that “there is a 
‘B’ in both,” it is difficult to see. 

THe Baron. 








Or covrss.—Mr. Wertupon, Head Mas- 
ter of Harrow, objects to the Sublime 
Porte. Naturally a Well-don goes in for 
cold water. 
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Sexton (to a Divine, who was spending his holidays in the country, and who, on the sudden ill. 
ness of the Village Parson, volunteered to take the duties), ‘‘ A Worst PREACHER WOULD HAVE 
DONE FOR Us, SIR, BUT WE COULDN'T GET ONE!” 





At the Dairy Show. 


Wuo readeth what these sickening pam- 
phlets say, 
Must have a stomach strong and palate 
plucky. 
They seem to prove our modern Milky 
Way, 
Like country !anes on a wet winter day, 
Is very watery and monstrous mucky. 


Consternation in Printing House 
Square. 
Mr. Walter. Help! Salts! Anything! 
Mr. Buckle oediinn to help). Why, 
what ’s the matter ? 
Mr. Walter (faintly). Lasovcnere has 
talked of the Times as a “ penny daily ”! 
[Vide “ Truth,” November 12. 


SHAKSPEARE ADAPTED. 


Tart in a Castle’s “ kleptomania” 
Which in a Cottage is rank larceny. 











| On the last day at Birmingham forty-six 
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DARBY JONES IN THE MIDLANDS AND | 


NORTH. 


Honovrep Srr,—The signs of the de- 
cadence of flat racing, not flat catching, for 
the winter greet the astute punter (I do 
not refer, however, to the conductor of a 
flat-bottomed boat) on every side. The 
trainers now talk like so many Charons of 
the possibility of getting some of their 
sorriest crocks “over the sticks.” Well, 
indeed, is this called the “ illegitimate sea- 
son,” for who would father such a miserable 
meeting (I refer to the stakes, not the 
fields) as that just perpetrated in cold blood 
at Birmingham? Prizes of £72, £38, £46, 
£45, and £33 were the noble recompenses 
oftered for the most part by the promoters 
of the gathering! I agree with that Emi- 
nent Peer of the Realm, Ex-viceroy, Coal- 
owner, and Chairman of the London School 
Board, the Marquis of Lonponperry, that 
if racing is to ba maintained as the leading 
sport of Englishmen (under this designa- | 
tion I include Scots. Irish, Welsh, Manx- 
men, and Channel Islanders), handsome re- 
wards should be offered for competition, 
not miserable purses with which a leading 
pickpocket would be disappointed after an 
efternoon’s ramble down Regent Street 


conadrupeds contended for a gross sum of 
£283, or rather over eight golden sove- 
reigns apiece! And to carry off such 
Brebdingnagian Stakes railway fares, 
jockevs, entries and keep had to be sup- 
plied hv the adventurous owners! Withal 
the fields were large. IT have read, Sir, of 
the exnloits of Elizabethen mariners 
heeded by Sir Warrer Rateien of tobacco 
and potato fame, who went forth to dis- 
cover the Golden City of Manoa, but I'll 
wager my bull’s-hide Gladstone bad to an 
American-leather grip-sack that Sir Wat- 
rer and his comrades would never have 
ventured the risk entailed by these paltry 
gatherines on terra firma. 

Bromford Bridge is not. T allow. the 
centre of the civilised world, as, indeed 
the quagmire by which it is approached 
duly testifies, but when B. B. is taken bv 
the ignorant Southerner to mean Bic Bir- 
mingham, even a few samples of electro- 
nlate would strengthen the value of the 
But I suppose that one of 
these davs we shall come to the Golden Age | 
of the Anti-Gambling League—no stakes 
no betting, and free and open courses, all | 
dene for the love of the sport. Then such | 
capitalists as the Duke of Westminster, the | 
Duke of Portianp, Sir Jonn Biunpes | 
Marre, the Earl of Crews, the Earl of | 
Rosesery, and Mr. Barney Barnato, will | 
be imploring the Lorn Mayor to start a | 
Mansion House Fund for the henefit of | 
Indigent Jockeys ruined by the prevalence 
of Motor-cars. 

But still, Sir, there are, as even the des- 
titute Pelican or the much-abused Scape- 
goat will allow, Oases in the Wilderness 
I trust that I am correct in my Latin 
grammar. Among these Sanctuaries of 
Sport let me reckon Liverpool. The Liver 
is, I believe, a fabulous bird ranking with 
the Phenix, the Roc, and the Whistle- 
Wostle. He exists no longer, having, so the 
legend runs, been totally destroyed by long- | 
continued fusillades of blue pill. But still | 
the memory of this weird fowl is honoured. | 
She must, I imagine, have been the fore- | 
mother of the coy and diffident Oof-bird of 
modern times, so eagerly 
one, from the gentle Chancellor of the 
Exchequer down to the exasperating or: | 


honora rians. 





gan-grinder. In any case, her deserted 
nest has produced and is producing many 
broods of well-plumed livers up-to-date, 
who do not hesitate to plunge fearlessly 
into the Stream of Life. When a Liver- 
pudlian—shudder not, honoured Sir, the 
epithet is theirs, not mine—resolves on do- 
ing a thing, he does it well, inspired, no 
doubt, to obtain as much enjoyment as 
riches can command by the ever-horrible 
sight of the slimy and distressing Mersey, 
wn estuary which yields not to the mouth 
of the Garonne in the bitter melancholy of 
its surroundings. The unhappy voyagers 
from the land of the Stars and Stripes, 
who first see Liverpool, must indeed ima- 
gine that they have come to a country 
from which the Pilgrim Fathers did well 
to fly. 

But, as a town, Liverpool, like an oyster 
with an unprepossessing shell, conceals 





nost succulent relief. At the Adelphi 
Hotel you may, as I suggested last week, 
make merry with the Turtle that sings to 
vou in the rhythm of “clear” or “ thick.” 
At the theatres you are entranced by the 
London-like appearance of the stage ; at the 
music halls you can delight the eye and ear 
while solacing the gullet with its necessary 
quantum of refreshment. And on classic 
Aintree you have a race-course second to 
none within the humble ken of your obe- 
lient servant. It has had many patrons, 
but none more consistent than the Lord of 
Kyowsiey, the present Earl of Dersy 
(would that I could add, “and Jongs”), a 
sportsman, who had so great a love for a 
horse that he himself became a mayor. 
For four days in the most distressful 
menth of the year the Liverpudlians 
(again forgive the expression) kept, as they 
used to say at the Gaiety Theatre, when it 
was a theatre, “the ball a-rolling.” 1] 
would like to be rolling that ball now, for 
did not Sardis, in the great Lancashire 
Handicap, richly compensate me for pre- 
vious disappointments? Shall I tell you 
why—in the strictest confidence? Because 
before going to the course a Lovely Lady 
told me that Mr. Vyner’s colt was sure to 
win, inasmuch as she had lunched on sar- 
dines 4 la Soyer and champagne. There 
was a tip! I chalked it up, and conse- 
quently returned to mine hostelry possess- 
ing a pouch replete with those documents 
which the Grand Old Lady of Threadneedle 
Street has never been known to dishonour 
within the recollection of 
Your satisfied serf, 
Darsy Jones. 


P.S.—I trust that you, honoured Sir, 
and my clients in general did not fail to 


ursued by every- | profit by the victory of M. Lesaupy’s titled| Though day must follow ni 


representative in the Liverpool Cup. If 
you remember, my prophecy in the burning 


words of poesy foretold “The Count may 
come again,” and I also held out warning 
with regard to the “Irish pair,” referring, 
of course, to St. Jarlath and his queerly- 
named compatriot. I vehemently warned 
off every one from touching such an in- 
flated animal as Birchrod, though she fin- 
ished first favourite with my colleague 
“Mr. Hotspur,” and the public in general. 
I do not conceal from you that I fully ex- 
pected Stowmarket to recoup Mr. B. Bar- 
NATO for the expense to which he has been 
put with regard to Oom Pavt’s lions, but 
[ cannot rebuke Fortune on this occasion, 
my motto always being that of a Parlia- 
mentary carpet-bagger, “Win and a 
place.” 

[Danny Jones seems to be, as usual when he 
has succeeded in what he calls “‘ capturing the 
cake,” enjoying himself. We cannot and will not 
be bail for him at Liverpool or elsewhere. Who is 
the “ Lovely Lady ” ?—Ev.] 


SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A Gunner waiting for early wild-fowl rests on a 
Bathing-machine in a well-r spot 

I rest beside the moonlit sea, 
Its plash the only sound! 

The sands long maindecks seem to be 
That have no bulwarks round ; 

The coastguard’s signal on the hill 
Stands black against the sky, 

The air is very raw and chill ; 
I think of you, and why? 

Last August, in this very cove, 
Your presence graced the scene ; 

Here in these waves to swim you strove, 
And this was your machine! 

{ know the number twenty-three. 
Hence in the water blue 

You leapt, a mermaid fair and free— 
I never looked at you! 

But now I seem to hear you trip 
Upon this tar-stained board, 

And fancy I can see you dip 
While “ bobbing” with the cord. 

Your red-gold locks in oilskin cap, 
Your garb of crimson hue— 

[ always was a modest chap, 
And never looked at you! 

‘Tis like a dream! For then I thought 
You swam with grace and ease, 

Just like the bathing wench, who taught 
Her skill for well-earned fees. 

But now I know you always put 
Your plump white arms in view, 

But on the shingle kept a foot. 
I never looked at you! 

Like Aphrodité shaking pearls 
You rose from out the main, 

And coyly hid some errant curls, 
And then you “ bobbed” again! 

Then with a laugh and sinuous leap 
You bade the waves adieu. 

I dream, and yet I’m not asleep— 
I never looked at you! 

In toilette trim with floating locks, 
No cap their wealth restrained, 

You joined me by those sullen rocks— 
And welcome haven gained. 

You prattled of the joys of Love, 
The Beautiful, the True, 

And from your side I could not move— 
For then I looked at you! 


"Twas just three months ago and yet 

| Your troth was like this sand 

| On which is written large “ Forget! 
Mistake me not for land!” 

| Now do I not—the t is paw a 

| A whirr o’erhead! Here! quick! my gun! 
| The ducks are on the flight! 
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a* +. LIQUEUR OF THE 


*, CP" CHARTREUSE. 


This delicious | iqueur, which 
has come so much into public 
favour on account of its wonder 

= ful pre eae a Soe Dee geen m 
, 
Ww ~ w 4 hed of* ail Tae orins ipal 
Rw Wine and Spirit Merchants 
ughout the Kingdom. ‘Sole Consignee, 
DOYLE, %, (rutehed Priars, London, F.C 
WELCOME ALWAYS, 
KEEP IT HANDY, 
GRANT'S MORELLA 


CHERRY BRANDY. 
DETLICIOUS—COMFORTING. 


Ark for GRANT'S, and don't be put o 
inferior makes 


uticuy 
SOAP > 


The most Effective Skin 
Purifying and Beautifying | 
Soap in the World. 


The Purest, Sweetest, 
and Most Refreshing | 
for Toilet, Bath, and | 
Nursery. 
Sold throughout the World, 


I VEWBERY & SONS, 1, King 
Edward Street, London, ELC, 


Gold Medals, Paris, 1878: 1889. 


JOSEPH GILLOTT’S 
3 PENS 


Quality, and Having 
Greatest Dur.bility, are Therefore 
CHEAPEST. 











FOR R COMPLAINTS o of the STOMACH, LIVER, £¢., DRINK 


VIGHY CELES TINS yi 


Sold by all Chemists, Druggists, and Grocers thronghout the Kingdom. 
f with 





Sole Importers: 


INGRAM & ROYLE, 52, FARRINGDON STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


S. & H. HARRIS’S 
EBONITE BLACHING 


W arerraoor Por Bo ts, Shoes, Harness, and all Nlack Leather articles 


POLISHING PASTE. 


For Cleaning Me als and G pte * _ Factory : Tondon, E. 


— "a DELICIOUS SMOKE. 


MURRAY'S sont 


“FOR THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE.” 


| CLARKE’S 


WORLD-FAMED 


BLOOD MIXTURE | 


ls warranted to cleanse the blood from all 
impurities, from whatever cause arising. 
For Scrofula, Scurvy, Eezema, Bad Le 

| Skin and Blood Diseases, Pimples a 
| Sores of all kinds, its effects are mar- 
velious. It is the only real specific for 
| Gout and Rheumatic Pains, for it removes 
the cause from the blood and bones. 
Thousands of wonderful cures have been 
effected by it. In bottles, 2s. 9d. and 11s, 

each, of Chemi~xts everywhere. 
BEWARE OF WORTHLESS IMITATIONS. 


(BELFAST.) 
| OLD RIPE TOBACCO. 


30 Years’ Reputation as a 
| Genuine Tobacco of the Highest 
Quality. 





Bests Sarest D 
SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS 

AND PERFUMERS IN BAW: 
CLEGANT CRYST. 
TOILET CASKET 


PRICE 2/64 


fathead 
AR | 


VU! UN 


“PRESTON. 
xt 


TOOTH 
BLOCK 


. THE 


. PASTEUR” 
Chamberland) FI LTER. | 


| 
‘The Standard of Efficient Filtra- 


tion.” 





Barrisn Mepicat Jourwxat. 


“A real preventative of water- | 
borne disease.’’—Laycer. 


| 
| 
| 
lo be had at the Stores, most Filter Dealers, 
or from the Makers. | 


DEFRIES & SONS, 





f . 


147, Howwanrren, _Loxpon, E.C. 


WRIGHT Si i 
~=COAL 
TAR. 


Uhat you zee 
ik, and to 


| Guako against 


imibations 
Sold only in 1-oz. Packets, and 2, 4, and 8-oz. 
and 1-lb. Tins. which keep the Tobacco in 
Fine Smoking Condition. 


PLAYER'S NAVY CUT CIGARETTES 





TABLET r364 


SumnEnt uc 





MELLOW vixture 


EVERY HOME 
BEAUTIFIED | 


y Phetographs and 
Photogravures after 
Celetrated 


PICTURES. 
l/- 


“, NLW WOND >i HEET, LONDON, W 


| BERLIN PHOTOGRAPHIC CO. 
| MACNIVEN & CAMERON'S PEN3 


ay come as & boon and a blessing to mon, 
ckwick, the Owl, and the Wavorloy Pes.” 


THE FLYING J PEN. 
ta —=s Rang "ere Cahenere. 


Waverley Works, EDINBURGH. 


FOR PLEASURE AND PROFIT. 


MOTT 


Nothing so profitable and 
easy to grow. 
80 Acris t Saleable Trees. 


DS 


RABLE, 


(Vuastratea 
ll 





BK The Pt 





Lists Free. 


OSES 


(HUNDREDS of THOUSANDS. 
Bushes in variet Packing and 
Carriage free for Cash with order. 

S/- per doz., 60 /- per 100, 
All other Muveery Stock 
carriage Jorward. 


wPOTS } From 15/- a doz. 


Four Acres of Giass. 
Clematis 60,000) from 15 -dos, 
N.B.—Single Planis ave sold at 

slightly increased prices 


CENERAL CATALCCUE 
(Over 170 pages of Nursery Stock, 
artistica ly produced, ¢ontatning 
Some hundreds a amranres 
and tull of valuable Inforr 
free on one Wf Sd. fo “re eata 

Please ie nition this Payers 


RICH®, SMITH & C0. WORCESTER. 
For Delicate Children. 


SQUIRE'S 
HEMICAL 





| In Bottles, 2s., 





= SOAP 


in Packets containing 12, age Remnoceateining ss 58, on8 Bp. Also su 
size, viz., “MAGNU packed in Pocket Tins containing 16, and in 


ied in a new 
sand 100’s. 





FOOD. 


3s. 6d., & 6a. each. 
AT ALL CHEMISTS awe STO RUS, ano oF 
SQUIRE & SONS, 
Her Majraty's Chemiata, 


414, OXFORD STREET, LONDON 
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WON’T WASH CLOTHES. 


MONKEY BRAND SOAP. 





21, 1896. 
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PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY. 


a beeen € 





WON’T WASH CLOTHES. 





FOR CLEANING, SCOURING, AND SCRUBBING 


FLOORS AND KITCHEN TABLES, 


FOR POLISHING METALS, MARBLE, PAINT, CUTLERY, CROCKERY, MACHINERY, BATHS, STAIR-RODS. 
FOR STEEL, IRON, BRASS AND COPPER VESSELS, FIRE-IRONS, MANTELS, &c. 


REMOVES RUST, DIRT, STAINS, TARNISH, &c. 








County of Middlesex, at the 
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